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of time. Even at that date the Tower had become a
resort for Belfast tourists; and there was an aspect
of it which was all charabancs and ginger-beer. Yet
in the house itself the Tower was mentioned only with
hushed reverence. In my uncle's presence it was not
referred to in ordinary tones ; if mentioned, the voice
assumed a flatter and more reverential note; even to
a schoolboy, the Tower was surrounded with associa-
tions which were intangible, awe-inspiring and remote.
It checked our gaiety and our excesses with the raised
finger of sobriety and even painfulness. It was never
an object which could be referred to lightly in the
strident accents of childhood. It brooded with in-
sistent mystery over all our escapades. It was the
Tower which my eyes greeted as the steamer entered
the Lough; and it was to the Tower, when in the
darkness I would sail again for England, that I flung
an aching farewell.
I greet it now.